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my moral emotions. Not a mountain, or lake, or river, not
a tree, or flower, or bird, that did not blend with some
thought, or fancy, or passion, and become the lively per-
sonification of conceptions that lie sleeping in abstraction.

It is singular that, with all this, I never felt any desire
to write. I never thought of writing. I never thought of
the future, or of man, or fame. I was content to exist. T
began from this moment to suspect, what I have since learnt
firmly to believe, that the sense of existence is the greatest
happiness; and that, deprived of every worldly advantage
which is supposed so necessary to our felicity, life, provided
a man be not immured in a dungeon, must nevertheless be
inexpressibly delightful. If, in striking the balance of
sensation, misery were found to predominate, no human
being would endure the curse of existence; but, however
vast may be the wretchedness occasioned to us by the acci-
dents of life, the certain sum of happiness, which is always
supplied by our admirably-contrived being, ever supports
us under .the burden.. Those who are sufficiently interested
with my biography to proceed with it, will find, as they
advance, that this is a subject on which I am qualified to
offer an opinion.

I returned from these glowing rambles to my head-
quarters, which was usually Geneva. I returned like the
bees, laden with treasure. I mused over all the beautiful
images that had occurred to me, and all the new characters
that had risen in my mind, and all the observations of Nature
which hereafter would perhaps permit me to delineate what
was beautiful. For, the moment that I mingled again with
men, I wished to influence them. But I had no immediate
or definite intention of appealing to their sympathies. Bach
hour 1 was more conscious of the long apprenticeship that
was necessary in the cunning craft for which, as I con-
ceived,! possessed a predisposition. I thought of * Manstein *
as of a picture painted by a ma4man in the dark; and.